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gathered for breakfast, when the gardener
entered the room and in all earnestness requested
that they all go into the silence for a few
moments, that the windmill showed symptoms of
disorder. "Let us treat the windmill/' he said,
"let us repeat silently: everything is Divine
Mind, there is no disorder in Divine Mind, the
windmill is in good working order and ready to
give us water." The members acquiesced.

The silence over, our friends were perfectly
confident that water would come. In great
expectation they ran into the garden. The wind-
mill was turned on. But, I am sorry to say,
this time their faith received a rude shock. The
windmill made some faint attempts, squeaked,
then balked and stood there. And our simple-
minded gardener had to undergo the humiliation
of calling in a mechanic to put things aright.

Shortly after, I came to know this gardener
and I had my suspicion that he was not quite as
innocent as some people thought him to be. Our
friend was fond of practical jokes.

Later, this same gentleman stayed with us at
the Shanti Ashram.* We had a mare there that
roamed about free and was caught only when
needed. But she did not like to be caught and
as she had one hundred and sixty acres of land
to make good her escape, she sometimes gave us
considerable exercise before we could corner her.

One day, she had been especially clever in

* A Vedanta Retreat in California. A full description of
this will follow.